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Unequaled Facilities for 
New York Passengers 


VIA 


BALTIMORE & Onio R. R. 


Commencing MONDAY, JULY 19th, the Royal 
Blue Line trains of the B. & O. R. R. will land and 
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Bordentown Female College. A home school 


for girls, beautifully situated on the banks of the Delaware. 
Let us send you our catalogue. 
Rev. ]. W. Blaisdell, D.D., President, 
Fred'k T. Shults, A.M., Head Master, 
Bordentown; New Jersey. 
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alogues address Rev. A. H. Flack, A. M., Principal, 
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Bradford, Massachusetts. 
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preparatory school for College, the Government Academics 
or Business. Military training with the best of Home 
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Stearns Bicycle 


is the result of the combined efforts of a corps of 
intelligent experts, designers, and a master mechanic 
who seek to give the people the best bicycle possí- 
ble to produce. ¿2 ¿E 
¿E The success of the Yellow Fellow as a fast, 


graceful, easy-running wheel is world wide. ¿2 
* Ride a Stearns and be content. ¿E ¿2 F 


100 in price, 
100 in value, 
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FOUR O'CLOCK 


Carl Wernizx, 


“A little harmless gossip.“ 


(RUD RSS, 


WHEN LOVE IS YOUNG. 
N 


Teddie sat on the batter's bench, the arms of his sweater 
tied around his neck, so that the “A. H.S” came just 
across his shoulders, and as he stooped over to tie his shoe- 
string the letters looked up saucily at the sun and at the 
grand stand. 

There was one “particular flower-garden hat” in that 
grand stand which was tipped, at a precipitous angle, over 
an interested, enthusiastic stare. The stare rested for a 
moment on Teddie's sweater, and then lost itself in the 
wire netting. 

«They ate all out today,” she was saying. “Who are 
those people in the swell trap over there by the fence?” 

She did not hear the answer, for Teddie was fumb- 
ling with the bats. He picked up the one with the green 
stripe, shook it vigorously, then matched back to the bench. 
Kathryn watched him press his cleets into the soft soil. 


PUDRE 


“Striker out! the umpire called, and as the man at 
bat retired, Teddie left the bench. When Kathryn looked 
up Teddie was shaking his bat at the pitcher while he 
balanced on his toes. Somehow, she knew Teddie couldn't 
miss that ball, he stood there so bravely. 

The pitcher tied himself up in a knot and Kathryn 
looked away. When she looked again Teddie was throw- 
ing down the bat and the umpire was calling “Side out!“ 

When Teddie took his place on second he forgot to 
dance up and down as he had intended. “But,” he thought, 
“I must do something that the league players do, so he 
spit on his gloves and slapped his hands hard. 

For some reason he felt relieved when the first man 
struck out. There was more relief when the umpire called 
two strikes on the next man. In the slight delay which 
followed his roving eye sought that “particular flower- 
garden hat.” 

It seemed a great way to the grand stand, and then 
there were so many hats—that must be it at the edge of 
the wire. There was a sudden whack, and his senses came 
back with a jump, but somehow that “particular flower- 
garden hat” kept getting in the way of the ball which 
bounded over the ground toward him. He dived at 1t and 
fumbled. There was a great deal of cheering from the 
opposition. 

Teddie looked at the fence and tried to imagine him- 
self disappearing over it. What would she think? What 
was she saying? It made him mad when the “Short” pulled 
in two “hot liners” in succession. 

“Lucky dog,” he said to himself as he buttoned his 
glove at his belt and started for the bench. 

Kathryn’s interest in the game now lagged, and she 
found out who the people were in the smart trap. She 
also indulged in a little harmless gossip about the girl on 
the front seat. She had seen that girl applaud Teddie's 
fumble. Her interest did not return to the game till Ted 
again stood before the catcher tapping the home plate rest- 
lessly with his bat. Even then she did not look until she 
heard a few scattered cheers. Ted was trotting toward 
first, slapping his trowsers with his cap. 

His spirits were up now, but unfortunately he was left 
at third. Yet Kathryn was happy. It wasn't so much 
“what he did” but “how he did it.” 
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“The girl with ‘that particular flowet-garden hat’ burned with anger. 


FOUR O'CLOCK 
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PUD TRESS 


The game was close. At the end of the “eighth” the 
score stood six to six. The opposition came to bat, pounded 
nine holes in the air, and retired to the field. When Ted 
stood again in the batter's box the crowd had quieted down 
into an intense anxiety. The cheering seemed to have died 
for lack of breath, and the flags and colors rippled in sub- 
dued wonder. The “coaches” sat upon the ground in mute 
anticipation, while the pitcher's right arm described circles 
of great magnitude and dignity before he released the ball. 
His cool exterior, however, was only a mask for his inward 
feeling, and he threw four wild balls. 

“Good eye!” the coach yelled, as Ted took his place 
on first. There was another lull. Ted bent over the ground 
and stole carefully toward second. Once the pitcher drove 
him back, but all undaunted he stole off a little farther. 
When the pitcher's arm started its great circle, he sprang 
forward uy away he went toward second, 

«Now for a slide,” he said to himself. With a little 
spring he dived at the ground; there was a slight grating 
under his shirt front and then his fingers grasped the can- 
vas bag. In a moment he was sitting upon second, looking 
up saucily at the baseman, while the roar of the crowd lulled 
in his ears. 

Ted took another lead and stole up to third. The 
very air seemed tense with anxiety, as two men in suc- 
cession struck out. But Teddie kept creeping forward 
and back along the line, every nerve stretched toward 
home. The “coach” warned him, yet his feet followed his 
desire. The pitcher made a false motion as if to throw to 
third. Ted made a sudden recoil—too sudden, for his 
cleets gave way, and in a moment he was sprawling on the 
ground, There was a wild yell from the crowd, and he 
crawled, rather wriggled, till at last his fingers touched the 
bag. Why, what was the matter?” «What had happened?” 
the crowd were yelling like a lot of maniacs. He glanced 
toward the grand stand. Hats and canes and colors and 
coats were flying over the heads of the spectators. Now 
he heard the angry voice of the coach, “Go home, you 
fool !’ and home Ted flew. «What happened?” he asked, 
breathless. “Error for the pitcher,” said the “coach.” 
“Threw over Third’s head.” And then Ted was carried 
away on the shoulders of the “rooters.” 


“The one with the green 
stripe. 
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When Teddie was released he went to find that “par- RID CUR 
ticular flower-garden hat.” 13 
Kathryn was waiting for him at the gate, happy in her 
concealed pride; she was saying, “Wasn't it a good game?” 
when that smart trap drew up and stopped. 
“Oh, Teddie,” called the girl from the front seat, “you 
are a hero; we owe the game to you. I am so glad! 
And the girl of that “particular flower-garden hat” 
burned with anger, but she had learned what to say next 


time. [Charles Fletcher Scott. 
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COMPARISON 
m 


My darling, you ate like the rose 
Within your garden blooming, 

Who, subtly sweet, each breeze that blows 
Is graciously perfuming. 


You've heard so much of praise from me 
That this bit may not strike you, 
Bot ah, the rose is wild with glee 
At hearing it is like you. 
[Laura Lee. 


MUDRI ACROSS THE BAY 
N 
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Out through the gloom of the early night 
I strain my eyes till I think I see 

The flickering gleam of a distant light 
Coming across the bay to me. 


Another flickers and gleams afar, 
And another yet, till they seem to make 
A golden chain from the harbor’s bar 
To the long gray beach where the billows break. 


The stars peep out in the eastern sky, 
And the west is losing its tinge of red. 
A purple flush is the last to die, 
t fades away, and the day is deed. 


But not the glories of nature's crown, 
Nor the infinite beacons of space I see, 

Only the lights of a distant town 
Coming across the bay to me. 


Coming actoss from the further shore, 
Dancing and glinting from crest to cfest, 
Till they flash from the blade of my lifted oar, 
And fall, like a shower of gems, to rest. 


And hope gtows stronger each length I gain, 
And my heart is light, asit needs must be, 
When I think of the face that against the pane, 

Watches across the bay for me. 


[William Chandler Bagley. 
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IN THE SHADOW OF THE WALL 
N 


The bees were humming in the red clover across the 
road. Monk Gregory could hear them beyond the high 
wall of the monastery the high, uneven wall that cut 
the view of clover fields and of road, yellow in the slant- 
ing sun. Inthe garden where he sat the trees were tall 
and silent in the drowsy air; the fountain fell gurgling to 
its basin, and a brown butterfly shot perilously near the 
spray. The turf was green and fragrant, and cut by 
graveled walks, bordered with English violets. On the 
grass and the violets was etched the shadow of the wall. 

Monk Gregory was young. His face was square 
and strong in spite of delicacy of the features and the 
texture of its skin; his eyes were gray and well shaded, 
and his mouth curved, like a woman’s, above the firm 
chin. He had been six years in the convent. 

Across the garden where the sun fell hottest was one 
of the novitiates, idle on a wooden bench. The monk 
noted him absently and recalled that he had not once seen 
his face. The novitiate's head was turned from him now. 

The book of Latin verse which Monk Gregory had 
been reading was lying face downward on the bench be- 
side him; he was looking over the wall to the white clouds 
piled in the south, showing silver through the apple 
boughs. In the branches was the picture of a face, white 
and pink as the blossoms, with a ruffle of muslin about its 
throat; he looked and smiled a little wearily, then he 
picked up the Latin verses and dropped his chin on his 
breast to read. Was it always to go on so, he won- 
dered; was he always and everywhere—at service, at pray- 
ers, at the altar itselí—to see her face? 

But he raised his eyes to the branches again; the image 
had been unusually jie to-day; almost as plain as last 
night when he found it watching him from the blackness 
of his cell wall. Could it be that she needed him, that 
the sad face came before him, insisting? He tried to smile 
at his fancy: instead he let fall the book of Latin verse, and 
arose, his fingers interwoven. Among the branches there 
was assuredly a little face, pink and white as the blossoms 
and with a ruffle of muslin. She was five and tiny, and 


FU RAR 


PREUR clad in a little blue frock and white apron; her curls fell 
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brown about her face. She was seated on the broad to 
of the high wall holding to an out-reaching bough, and she 
was regarding him solemnly. 

„Child 

Monk Gregory's breath was coming quickly, and his 
voice was uncertain. It had been years since he had seen 
a little child. He stepped close to the apple tree. 

“Take heed lest ye fall,” he said over mechanically, a 
warning hand outstretched. The little one understood. 

“I won't fall,” she said, «I’ve got the branch. I 
guess you ll have to help me down, though.” 

He stared at her, amazed; what ought he to do with 
this small invader? If he bade her go back, she would fall 
surely. “Come!” she commanded, holding out her short 
arms. 

Monk Gregory looked over his shoulder; the chapel 
bell had just rung: the novitate, filling him with a strange 
reminding distaste as he went, was hurrying to prayers. 
No one would be in the garden for half an hour. He 
raised his hands. 

„Be careful,” he said, uncertainly, “ Now jump.” 

She sprang unhesitatingly in to his arms, her soft little 
hands striking his shoulders and slipping about his neck. 

“ I was afraid,” she said, «I didn't know what to do 
till I saw you.” 

He lowered her carefully to the ground, saying 
nothing, and her warm little left hand closed promptly 
about two of his fingers. 

I've got on my new shoes,” she remarked, surveying 
them, „an now they're all dusty.” 

Gregory looked down at her; she was so little hardly 
above his hand as she clasped it. She was walking conf- 
dently beside him across the grass to the bench where he 
had been sitting: his book of Latin verses lay on the 
ground, 

How did you come here?” he asked her, hesitating, 
“And you must go, you know, at once. Where do you 
live?” 

She looked up at him with a bit of reproach in her 
face. “I think I'll stay here,” she said, seriously, «till 
I'm rested. You see I walked such a long way. Mamma 


is not feeling well,” she went on, an I had been along 
here the other day. An I got Franz—I got a boy at 
the hotel who said I wasn’t to tell, to catty down the 
ladder from the hotel for me. I gave him my five cents 
to do it; an so I climbed over.” 

She was looking about the garden curiously, at the 
fountain and the neat beds of flowers. 

„But what made you want to climb over?” asked the 
monk, gaining time to know how to send her away. “What 
did you think there would be over here?” 

„Oh, I don't know, she answered, inconsequently, “I 
thought there would be something in-ter-est-ing.” 

She said the word carefully, planning each syllable, and 
turning her face to his, Monk Gregory covered his face 
with his hands. 

How they were like—hers, those great, calm eyes 
that trusted infinitely. How the téndrils of brown hair, 
blown on her forehead, were like hers! He loathed him- 
self that he could not lose the memory; then he uncovered 
his eyes to look again. The child was watching him curi- 
ously. 

“That was the way mamma did,” she said, “when we 
drove by here yesterday. That was what made me want to 
see over. I don't do that to my eyes.” 

He caught her hand almost roughly. 

“Tell me,, he said, “who your mother is?” 

She shrank back frightened, and her lip trembled. 

„My mamma is mamma Prey,” she said, half crying, 
“an I am ‘Lizabeth; an you hurt my hand.” 

He released her, repenting—thanking God that the 
name was unknown to him. The child slipped from the 
bench and stood beside him. He reached hesitatingly and 
touched a wave of the hair on her temple. Once long ago 
he had leaned forward so, and lifted a straying lock of hair, 
brown like this, to his lips, reverently. Afterward she had 
lied to him. He shuddered and let the soft strand fall. 

“Come,” he commanded, rising, “now you must go, 
They will be looking for you. I—” 

He had remembered the hour: the shadow of the wall 
had crept across the garden; in a moment the monks would 
come from the chapel. He must take her to the gate— 
tell the steward. Then he cried out suddenly, for she 
danced away from him up the path. 
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The monks saw her and stood astonished.”” 
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«I want to see what's here!” she called to him, her 
childish treble ringing across the still garden, “You can't 
come!” 

She darted across the walk, her little feet flying toward 
the chapel. Before she reached it, the door was opened 
and the monks came forth. Chapel was over. The child 
stood still, frightened at sight of the tall, black-gowned 
figures. Monk Gregory was close behind her. She turned 


suddenly, and buried her face in his robe. Then the monks ND 
saw her and stood astonished. Gregory was pale and silent, 19 
looking down at the brown head and the little hands. The 

abbot spoke out sharply: 

„Whose is the child?” 

Gregory bowed his head. “Father,” he said, «I know 
not. She came in by the wall in the garden. I feared lest 
she fall.” 

There was a surprised silence for a moment. Then a 
tuddy brother in the chapel peered curiously over another's 
shoulder, and leaned and laughed and whispered. The child 
sobbed. Gregory caught the insult and heard her sob, as 
if she had known. He bent and raised her in his arms, and 
she clung to him, still sobbing, her clasp about his neck 
pushing back his cowl. He was very pale as he faced them. 

“She is staying at the hotel,” he explained, simply: 
“I will take her there. It is an errand of mercy.” 

But before he turned the novitiate came from the 
chapel, having stayed to prostrate himself at the altar alone; 
he came pushing by the others—his look on the ground, 
The child, as Gregory turned with her, raised her face. 

«My God!” the novitiate cried. 

For the first time Gregory saw his face; then he kept 
on his way, carrying the child, his own face set like a death- 
mask. The novitiate turned, telling his beads, and mingled 
with the rest, keeping on toward the refectory; but when 
Gregory and the child had passed out by the main way and 
along the road, the other burst from a postern gate and 
joined them. 

The monk was resting his cheek on the curls of the 
child, soothing her; crooning words of tenderness and as- 
surance, mocking himself, as every childless man and woman 
will, with the pitiful play that the baby was his. The no- 
vitiate strode beside him down the shadowy road, and the 
monk, only half conscious of his presence, muttered on to 
the child. Then the novitiate could bear it no longer. 

“Brother!” he said. 

Gregory ceased his murmurings, but he did not turn. 

“You do not send me back?” pleaded the other. Still 
he was silent; his arms about his precious burden, his cheek 
on her hair. When he spoke he had not raised his face. 

“It is true, then,” he said. “It is—her child?” 
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“Yes,” answered the other. 

Gregory murmured on to the child, mumbling for- 
gotten phrases of tenderness. Once he raised his eyes to 
speak, but his cheeks crimsoned, and he was silent. So they 
kept on together, the afterglow staining the child's face. 
The dark came creeping down, and in their ears was the 
sound of the marsh things. Once the novitiate said: 

„Can you let me carry her for a little, brother?” 

Gregory shook his head. 

After a little the novitiate stretched out his hand and 
touched a fold of the little muslin apron, and walked on, 
holding it between his thumb and finger. So they came 
to the hotel. 

A woman with flowers in her lap was wrapped in a 
sheltered corner of the veranda, and idly watched the two 
figures grow out of the dark. In a moment a white-capped 
maid came to the window carrying the child, 

„Madam, she said, half crying, «I must tell you now 
that it is well over. The little Elizabeth—she has been 
lost these two hours, and the good monks have brought 
her back. She had got as far as the convent.” 

The woman threw aside her shawl and stretched out 
her arms. 

“How could you, Lucette?” she cried, reproachfully. 
Come to me, Elizabeth! Kiss me—kiss me! Oh, the 
warm little arms!” 

Then she leaned to the railing. 

“Good men,” she called, «Will you let me give you 
something for this kindness? Something for the chapel, 
perhaps?” 

The two, moving down the walk, did not turn or 
answer her. 

“But they ate tude!” she cried, clasping the child. 
“Were you not frightened, Elizabeth?” 
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Celia hath a winning grace, 
Something rare, 

Not more winning than her fac 
Or her hair. 

Dimples play at hide and seek 

All day long on Celia's cheek. 

No one ever calls her meek 
Or debonair. 


Eyes of brown which send a gl: 
Here and there. 

Do her beauty much enhance, 
All declare. 

Eyes which always seem to say 

ln a merry, careless way. 

Life is but a roundelay 
Everywhere.” 


How she walks I scarce could ti 
Did I dare, 

Lithesome like a lily’s bell, 
Light as air. 

All she hath of tears and woes, 

If at all such things she knows, 

More with poetry than prose, 
Will compare. 


She can talk both warm and col 
Ah, beware! 

Filling hearts of young or old 
With despair. ` 

And I wonder, since she seems 

To be made of dizzy dreams, 

How she weaves such wily scher 
To ensnare. 


Celia’s broken many hearts, 
Was it fair? 
She hath false and fickle arts, 
I can swear. 
Time is growing on apace— 
Maidens taking Celia’s place 
Leave her but a broken vase, 
Who will care? 
[Chark 
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CELIA 


Celia hath a winning grace, 
Something rare, 
Not more winning than her face 
Or her hair. 
Dimples play at hide and seek 
All day long on Celia’s cheek. 
No one ever calls her meek 
Or debonair. 


Eyes of brown which send a glance 
Here and there. 

Do her beauty much enhance, 
All declare. 

Eyes which always seem to say 

In a merry, careless way. 

« Life is but a roundelay 
Everywhere.” 


How she walks I scarce could tell 
Did I dare, 

Lithesome like a lily’s bell, 
Light as air. 

All she hath of tears and woes, 

If at all such things she knows, 

More with poetry than prose, 
Will compare. 


She can talk both warm and cold 


Ah, beware! 

Filling hearts of young or old 
With despair. ` 

And I wonder, since she seems 

To be made of dizzy dreams, 

How she weaves such wily schemes 
To ensnare. 


Celia’s broken many hearts, 
Was it fair? 

She hath false and fickle arts, 
I can swear. 

Time is growing on apace— 

Maidens taking Celia's place 

Leave her but a broken vase, 
Who will care? 


[Charles Bracy Lawton. 
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The sophomore reception was over, Sparrow had 
gone in a party of one. Ho always went “stag” to the 
dances, reluctantly admitting that he was unable to get 
just the fellows he wished to dance with his sisters. More- 
over, he did not want his relatives to know the distressingly 
insignificant part that he played in his class. Almost every 
man was identified by some peculiar act or accomplishment, 
but he seemed to be the echo of a name. He had en- 
couraged himself in the belief that he was having a good 
time until the fellows stole his dances with unblushing 
impunity, and he was left, small, awkward, discomfted, in 
the middle of the room, while his partner that was to have 
been, flitted away with a reckless, guilty smile. 

Now he felt tired and disgusted. His clothing stuck 
to him with a cold, clammy persistence, and he dragged 
one foot after the other in a nerveless, flagging manner, as 
if he had danced all his energy through the soles of his 
patent-leathers, Coming out into the cool morning air he 
gave an involuntary shiver. Wrapping a huge white neck- 
erchief around his throat, and turning up his overcoat col- 
lar, he took out a package of cigarettes, lighted one, plunged 
his little hands into his pockets and sauntered down the 
street. 

“I won't go to bed for two hours’ sleep, and I’m too 
nervous to sleep anyway,” he mused as he turned by the 
Observatory to cross the campus. 

Even that poor duffer is happier than Iam.” A tramp, 
fast asleep in a niche in the wall of the Observatory, pro- 
voked this reflection, “Yes, you expect nothing better 
than to be snubbed and trod upon, but my birth and sta- 
tion give me reason to expect a different reception from the 
world. You do not expect more than you get, poor fool, 
and yet I'll bet you grumble just as soon as you open your 
eyes. The shadows had been shortening very perceptably. 
All the purple was fading away in the east; first, the tow- 
ets of the Scientific building, the chapel and Chemical hall; 
then the low, gray dormitories, and last the trees, were 
tipped with fire. The whole world seemed to be yawning 
and stretching itself for action. The birds in the trees 
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And sauntered down the street 
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Wen had attempted a few uncertain notes and were now essaying 
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some difficult cadenzas. A sharp whistle came from the 
direction of the canal, and a farm wagon lumbered lazily 
down the street. The rays continued to lengthen, until 
suddenly the great red ball shot up above the roof of one 
of the buildings. The glaring light struck the eyes of the 
tramp, who roused himself sluggishly and yawned, 

“Wall, who yur starin' so darn much at?” 

Sparrow started, then he stammered: “I—I was only 
wondering whether you were com—comfortable.” 

“Spect a feller ter be comf t ble in that psition, ye 
durned little sawed-off dude?” 

Sparrow passed on. «Every one seems to have some- 
thing against me,” he thought, “and I don't see why, for 
I try to be companionable and agreeable. I even cultivate 
a mild habit of smoking and swearing, so that the class 
won't think me a prig.” 

Yes, poor little bundle of unattractive manners, he 
swore with a meritricious boldness that was very droll, and 
his attachment to smoking was a mock-heroic. Whenever 
he tried to be “one of the boys”. he presented himself in a 
ridiculous light to his fellow-students, and suffered a keen 
blow to his own self-esteem. To-morrow he would grad- 
vate the youngest, brightest and most unpopular man in his 
class. 

The college sport had guyed him about his “mincing 
sparrow-steps.” He had immediately lengthened them to a 
full swinging stride, but the name stuck, In the spring 
many of his set, if he belonged to any specific group, fre- 
quented the athletic field for the purpose of jumping, run- 
ning or vaulting. Stimulated by the eager descriptions 
that bubbled over at the dinner table, he tried walking, 
that safe refuge for all athletes who have not discovered 
their forte: but he could not get the motion. Wasn't 
on to the wobble,” as Morton, the genius, at that ridic- 
ulously unnatural sort of locomotion, had remarked. After 
succeeding in getting very red in the face, very much out 
of breath, very sick at the stomach and very much laughed 
at, he gave up and stuck to his old swinging gait. 

As Sparrow proceeded toward his dormitory he saw 
a strange sight. He stopped, and his manner expressed 
immediate disapproval, . I suppose those fellows think they 


are enjoying themselves. Gad! what consummate asses NYM CURR 


men can be.” This uncomplimentary et as occa- 25 
sioned by the appearance of a dozen or more “Grads.” who 
had just returned from the dance and were playing “horse” 
ball in front of Witherspoon. A barrel stave was the bat, 
a ripped tennis ball —and dancing cards for bases, completed 
the outfit. The following came to his ears: 

“Now that's right: get on your toes; swat it a nasty 
one; keep your eyes peeled there, Jimmy, that pitcher's 
pretty foxy, you know: ya-a-ay, that's a corker; come in, 
everybody: you fellows are fruit.” 

Sparrow took his cigarette from his mouth, and spat 
angrily on the ground in his Liliputian wrath. «Now, that's 
what I call pure assininity. Talk about dialects and pro- 
vincialisms. What did those fellows come to college for, 
anyway?” asked Sparrow, in dry, sarcastic tones. “And 
yet they get a great deal of amusement out of it. I think 
I must have a peculiar disposition. Oh! there's Ben Hol- 
lister. Hello! Ben; going across the campus? 

“Yes,” came reluctantly from a tall figure, striding 
toward the cannon. 

“Been to the dance, Ben?” he asked, hurrying up. 

«Well, this rig looks sort of that way, doesn't 1t?” 

„Oh! I didn't notice: but who are these fellows?” 

„89 men.” 

“What are they doing?” 

„Can t you see? Having a mock circus.” 

«Who's that fat fellow?” was Sparrow's next ques- 
tion, as he slid his hand, in a way meant to be familiar and 
friendly, on the shoulder of his terse, abrupt companion, 
who seemed to shrink away as from an unwelcome caress, 
or as if some one had invaded his personality, 

Sparrow always had an unfailing supply of silly 

vestions which he profusely lavished on every occasion. 

He said he could not forgive a lack of tact in any one, 
and yet, poor little unfortunate, he had a heavy load of 
sins on that very score. 

Four other seniors joined these two, in that customary 
method of raillery and badinage common to college men. 
Sparrow tried to join in. 

“Hello, Al! you look as tired as—as Ben does, when 
he tries to think: Ha, ha, ha!” 
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“How excruciatingly funny! Well, Sparrow, a man 
with no sense at all could have guessed that I was tired; 
and one who had seen me work through twenty-seven 
dances would be supposed to know it.” 

The four friends with Ben huddled closer together, 
and span found himself somewhat apart from the 
rest. e took a few steps toward them: “Say, fellows, 
who is that big dufer?” 

The answer came with a brosque frankness, character- 
istic of the campus: “That is the greatest tackle that ever 
wore a football jacket, and any man who has ever heard of 
football is supposed to know him.” 

«Say, Im tired of this. Let's go to our rooms, 
pleaded Sparrow, in his high, piping voice. 

“Cant sight you yet, Sparrow,” came from the 
crowd, and then Sparrow saw what he should have seen 
twenty minutes before. So with a sad, disappointed air, he 
trudged toward his room. He was angry and sullen, and 
the tone of the matin bell sounding from the little catholic 
church, sweet, peaceful, and mellowed by the distance, had 
not its old charm for him. 

«Mister, gimme a shot?” asked a little town “mucker” 
who had a basket of potatoes on his arm. 

Now Sparrow was punctillious in the matter of 
dress. He was scrupulously neat, and was often called 
the “Runt Ward McAllister.” Thus, the prospect of hav- 
ing his clothes soiled was particularly offensive. The little 
mucker repeated his petition: 

«Say, mister, $ 

“Cork up!” sad Sparrow, striving after a stern in- 
tonation. But his back tingled with anticipation of the 
missile sure to come. 

- Thwack—and over into the dirt keeled his hat. 

«You d d little mucker, III es 

“Now, now, Sparrow, you are not going to let a lit. 
tle potato disturb your philosophic calm! This was said 
in a mock reproachful tone, by a tall, kind-looking fellow, 
who stood in the dormitory entrance. 

“It wasn't only the potato, Sparrow flashed out, 
choking down a sob, and he rushed angrily up stairs, When 
he opened his door his little fox terrier leaped upon him 
with a bark of delight, and received a sharp cuf on the 


are enjoying themselves. Gad! what consummate asses 
men can be.” This uncomplimentary 8 as occa- 
sioned by the appearance of a dozen or more “Grads.” who 
had just returned from the dance and were playing “horse” 
ball in front of Witherspoon. A barrel stave was the bat, 
a ripped tennis ball—and dancing cards for bases, completed 
the outfit. The following came to his ears: 

“Now that's right: get on your toes: swat it a nasty 
one; keep your eyes peeled there, Jimmy, that pitcher's 
pretty foxy, you know; ya-a-ay, that's a corker; come in, 
everybody: you fellows are fruit.” 

Sparrow took his cigarette from his mouth, and spat 
angrily on the ground in his Liliputian wrath. «Now, that's 
what I call pure assininity. Talk about dialects and pro- 
vincialisms. What did those fellows come to college for, 
anyway?” asked Sparrow, in dry, sarcastic tones. And 
yet they get a great deal of amusement out of it. I think 
I must have a peculiar disposition, Oh! there's Ben Hol- 
lister. Hello! Ben; going across the campus? 

“Yes,” came reluctantly from a tall figure, striding 
toward the cannon. ; 

“Been to the dance, Ben?” he asked, hurrying up. 

«Well, this rig looks sort of that way, doesn't it? 

„Oh! I didn't notice; but who are these fellows?” 

„89 men.” 

“What are they doing?” 

„Can't. you see? Having a mock circus.” 

«Who's that fat fellow?” was Sparrow's next ques- 
tion, as he slid his hand, in a way meant to be familiar and 
friendly, on the shoulder of his terse, abrupt companion, 
who seemed to shrink away as from an unwelcome caress, 
or as if some one had invaded his personality, 

Sparrow always had an unfailing supply of silly 
are which he profusely lavished on every occasion. 

e said he could not forgive a lack of tact in any one, 
and yet, poor little unfortunate, he had a heavy load of 
sins on that very score. 

Four other seniors joined these two, in that customary 
method of raillery and badinage common to college men. 
Sparrow tried to join in. 

“Hello, Al! you look as tited as—as Ben does, when 
he tries to think; Ha, ha, ha!” 
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Long ago a minstte. 

all the people by his musu, 
some, and when he wandered fru. 
where he was welcome. It was a Str. 
which he played, and three of the six string. 
nobody knew why, but it was whispered that on 
fit of reckless anger he had crashed his hand upon th. 
strings and snapped them, and he could never mend them, 
try as he would. His songs were piercingly sweet and 
radiant with the gladness of living, but the strange broken 
sadness wrung tears from the hearts of his hearers. But 
neither he nor they knew why. 
A lover knew the story, and one evening in the fire- 
light he told it to his sweetheart, and half laughingly, half 
tenderly, he compared her to the lute; so brave and sweet 
and gay the music of her life, but with the strings so peril- 
ously delicate. And then he said the things that lovers 
say. 

7 The days went by, in sorrow and in joy. Oftenest 
it is sunshine in the land of love, but sometimes clouds 
came up and spread across the sky. And then the woman 
said “forgive me.” The man said only “I love you,” 
and she leaned her head upon his breast and forgot all but 
that—for women can do this. 

But a day came when the clouds rose black and omin- 
ous—whose the fault we know not and can never know 
—when the musician-lover crashed his hand upon the 
strings, roughly, carelessly, and they broke, forever. 

She raised her head and smiled in the face of her world 
—for women can do that—and the delicate stringed in- 
strument of her life gave out a song; piercingly sweet, 
and radiant with the gladness of living, but to the ear of 
the poet, filled with the sadness of a broken heart. And 
the man did not even know what he had done. 


[Jean Wright. 
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Long ago a minstrel played through the land and won 

all the people by his music. He was gallant and hand- 
some, and when he wandered from house to house every- 
where he was welcome. It was a stringed instrument on 
which he played, and three of the six strings hung broken: 
nobody knew why, but it was whispered that one day in a 
fit of reckless anger he had crashed his hand upon the taut 
strings and snapped them, and he could never mend them, 
try as he would. His songs were piercingly sweet and 
radiant with the gladness of living, but the strange broken 
sadness wrung tears from the hearts of his hearers. But 
neither he nor they knew why. 
A lover knew the story, and one evening in the fre- 
light he told it to his sweetheart, and half laughingly, half 
tenderly, he compared her to the lute; so brave and sweet 
and gay the music of her life, but with the strings so peril- 
ously delicate. And then he said the things that lovers 
say. 

: The days went by, in sorrow and in joy. Oftenest 
it is sunshine in the land of love, but sometimes clouds 
came up and spread across the sky. And then the woman 
said “forgive me.” The man said only “I love you,” 
and she leaned her head upon his breast and forgot all but 
that—for women can do this. 

But a day came when the clouds rose black and omin- 
ous—whose the fault we know not and can never know 
—when the musician-lover crashed his hand upon the 
strings, roughly, carelessly, and they broke, forever. 

She raised her head and smiled in the face of her world 
—for women can do that—and the delicate stringed in- 
strument of her life gave out a song; piercingly sweet, 
and radiant with the gladness of living, but to the ear of 
the poet, filled with the sadness of a broken heart. And 
the man did not even know what he had done. 


[Jean Wright. 
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It is midnight, and her note reached me at noon, 
twelve hours ago— 
And I have lived twelve years since then— 
Long years they seem, full of sorrow's blackest tarns. 
Each moment has been spent in reading these last words of hers, 
Or in remembering those she spoke to me—so different far 
You see— 1 saw her once—and loved her— 
And, ere long, this changing fate of ours 
Which sometimes deals us lucky cards from her too wiser hand, 
Fate, I say, let our hands touch each other 
And let me read the depths of dreaming eyes— 
And hear her voice, which sweeter was, than my dreams 
of it had been, 
So, I loved her more, if that could be— 
We talked that night of only outward things, 
Art—and books—and songs that all men ee 
But not a word of that mystery divine that makes the pulses throb 
And since that night, on five successive breathing days, 
did Heaven surround us, 
While I told her that I loved her I. too weak and 
Not perceiving that her outward mask of kindness 
Coveted only the soul, unmoved—unanswering at my touch 
Ah well! Always did I believe in what the wise men call 
a common sol 
A great heart, from which all those who truly know 
each other come— 
So, now I feel that she and I were not evolved from 
one same universal king— 
Or, were that so perhaps, in one of lives long past, 
I scorned her, loving me, and now Nemesis stretches her 
avenging hand between us— 
Oh Cod! But I have loved her! No—Love! that 
knowledge is very misery— 
How have I wandered —Her note—whose every word 
has paid its forfeit with a sigh— 
It says—“* Words are too weak to thank you for the 
flowers you sent. 
(An outsider might not understand by that—a girl's exaggeration 
But love makes intuition keen), “1 shall enjoy their beauty, 
For their own sake, as well as for their donors— 
(A sweet woman would always say as much) then, 
«Perhaps some unkind thoughts 
Of me have filed your mind since last we parted 
(For only silence had filled the dreary days since she 
had left me—) 
«If so, you know that I've been ill. (Good God, 


how was I to know) 
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Wenn “And you must pardon a sick girl's shortcomings "— 
30 


(Then the last) 

Im leaving town again for a few days, so cannot see you, 

It may be we shall meet again, who knows, the world 
1s very small, 

However, believe me, yours most truly, H. M. Osborne. 

That is all —And yet, tomorrow I shall laugh and talk 

And play my part in this tumultuous game we call - our life — 

Why could she not have signed it “ Helen,” as her last 
note had been— 

Ah, yes, the postscript—I take this opportunity to 
return the book which I enjoyed. 

I've read her words, now, many times and find that they 
but say,—Indiffierence. 

And yet, I love her Is no pride left me? None 
to-night, it seems— 

But were she only with me! Say, with not one throb 
of her heart for mine— 

I could be happy—but only, just her words. We may 
meet, the world is small "— 

Oh, large enough for her and me to wander far, 

To lose the sweet remembrance of each others touch 

And after that, to sink away and be at peace— 

Dear God! Please grant that we may meet each other 
in those other hours, 

When all games have been played, both sad and sweet— 

And we may understand as we cannot do here ! 

Did I say ‘twas midnight! Aye, long, long past, 

What matters it—she is not here. 
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Beau Brummel was 
the paragon of his 
time. The name has 
passed into the lan- 
guage as the synonym for per- 
fection. You know what 1t 
means the minute you hear it. 
There is a cigarette, lately in- 
troduced in this country from 
the University towns of Eng- 
land, called the Beau Brummel. 
It has the run of Cambridge 
and Oxford. It is made to 
suit the fastidious taste of the 
college men. It has the ap- 
— of the London clubs. The American clubs have 
ound it to their liking. The Beau Brummel is exclusively 
for the finest trade. Do not expect to find it on sale ex- 
cept where highest grade tobaccos are sold. Smokers who 
like the best, and cannot get the Beau Brummel at their 
clubs or hotels will be supplied with sample packages of 
the Beau Brummel—7 packages for $1.00: single packages, 
15 cents. Postage paid. Address George J. Whelan, sole 
agent, East 52nd Street, New York. 


Beau BRUMMELL 


OXFORD UNIVERSITY SIZE. 


Sl. Sr. Marv Axe.” LONDON, ENGLAND. 
FOR EXPORT TRADE ONLY 


Exact size of package. 
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This little magazine—a 
veritable bundle of originality, 
started in February. It was 
bright, novel, just what people 
wanted; it caught or. In six 
short months the circulation 
has jumped from 1000 to 75000 
and newsdealers ran short of 
the last number. 


Four o*Clock is entirely the 
magazine success of recent 
years. Send sixty cents for 
one year’s subscription. 


A. L. SWIFT & C0., New York - Chicago 


RICE 5 CENTS. 
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HARDWOOD FLOORS. 


Wood Carpets, 


Parquet Floors, 
Rug Borders. 
SEND FOR BOOK OF DESIGNS. 
E. B. MOORE & CO., 
48 and 50 Randolph Street, 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


Summer 


Homes an 
Tours 


velo lo lo e li e lo llo O ue. 


BEAUTIFULLY illustrated 
book, list of over 5,000 Sum- 
mer Hotels and Boarding Houses 
along the Hudson, in the Catskill 
Mountains and Northern New 


York. 


Nm EN mm mmmmmm 


Send cight cents in stamps to 


+ +è 


0 H. B.JAGOE, 


West Shore Railroad, 
+... 


$ 363 Broadway, New York. 


General Eastern Passenger Agent 


The New Magazine is increas- 
ing in circulation withremark- 
able rapidity. 

ooo 


Because every department is 
filled with the very best liter- 
ature. 

eee 


The assistant editor of the 
Northwestern Christian Advo- 
cate, the official organ of the 
M. E. Church, says: 

I never come across a paper, of this 
character, that seems to me to be so 
judiciously edited and so interesting. 
It does, indeed, contain the richest 
cream from even those papers which 
publish only the cream.” 

The editor of the Texas Stock- 
man and Farmer says; 
CREAM is what its name implies, 
one of the best publications of its kind 
which finds its way to our desk. 
There is certainly room for your pa- 
per, for there ís always room for the 

t 


+.» 


A. R. Chase, No. 4 Adams 
Street, Charlestown, Mass., 
has sent ín over seven hundred 
subscriptions to CREAM in a 
few weeks. 

Miss Kate O. Harmon, Ban- 
got, Maine, sent in six hundred 
and eighty-two subscriptions in 
thirty-one days. 

Miss Ruth A. Oatley, of 
Greenville, R.L, only fourteen 
years of age, sent us one hun- 
dred and eighty-seven in a 
short time. We have scores 
and scores of successful agents 
and we want ONE THOUSAND 
MORE. We want them NOW. 


9... 


We give elegant premiums 
to every subscriber. We are 


Premiums distributing $100,000 to in- 


Prizes 


crease the subscription list of 
this summer. 


9. 


We give Pianos, Organs, Bi- 
cycles, Cameras, Desks or Dol- 
lars for lists of subscribers that 
can be got in any town. 
We pay ALL EXPENSES for a 
trip to any part of the world, 
give courses in Boston Con- 
servatory of Music or any 
other conservatory if preferr- 
ed. All we ask is your leisure 
hours. os 
Send for sample copy and 
premium list NOW, sent FREE 
upon receipt of six cents for 
postage. 

CREAM PUBLISHING CO. 
Box F. 0. Belfast, Maine. 


Please mention Fosr o’Clock when writing to advertisers. 


BEST LINE 
CHICAGO on ST. LOUIS 


ST PAUL 


AND 


MINNEAPOLIS 


| SEE YOU'RE 


from a trip 
over the 


ER 


. 


CK 
A % 


Solid vesti- 
buled trains 
Daily,heated — 
y steam, 
illuminated by 
Pintsch light, 
BETWEEN 


CHICAGO 
INDIAN’POLIS 
CINCINNATI 


LOUISVILLE 
And the SOUTH. 2 
Only line to 


West Baden and French Lick Springs, 


w. The Carlsbad of America. 
„F. McDoel, Frank J. Reed, 
V. P. and Gen. Mgr. Gen. Pass. Agt. 
City Ticket Offi 
232 CLARE STREET, CHICAGO. 


SHOPS SOSOS OH OOH OOH OOOO OOS OOSOOD 


GATARRH 


Is the most prevalent of diseases. It is a local 
ailment of the mucous membrane as well as consti- 


tutionaland E N $ I LY 


eradicated by proper treatment. Dr. Sykes cured 
himself in 1870, and the treatment has 


GURED 


thousands since, and by using Dr. Sykes’ Sure Cure 
for Catarrh will cure you 


IN SUMMER 


The general conditions of the system, aided by the 
mild weather, make our cure quick and positive. 
Send for the best book on catarrh ever published. 
Mailed free. DR, SYKES SURE CURE CO. 
843 West Madison Street, CHICAGO. 
%%% %%% 


2 %%% %%% 
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HAVE YOU FIVE 
FRIENDS 


who need a typewriter? 
If so, by sending us their 
names and the name of 
this magazine, we will 
give you all agents’ dis- 
counts on a single NEW 


AMERICAN $10 TYPEWRITER 


Write for particulars at 
at once, as this is abso- 
lutely a limited offer. 


25,000 IN USE 
AMERICAN TYPEWRITER COMPANY, 


262 Broadway, New York 
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SUMMER Excursion 
Tickets to the resorts 
of Wisconsin, Minnesota, 
Michigan, Colorado, Cali- 
fornia, Montana, Wash- 
ington, Oregon and British 
Columbia; also to Alaska, 
Japan, China and all Trans- 
Pacific Points, are now on 
sale by the CHICAGO, 
MILWAUKEE & ST. 
PAUL RAILWAY. Full 
and reliable information 
can be had by applying to 
C. N. SOUTHER, Ticke 
Agent, 95 Adams Street, 
Chicago. 


TWO RARE POSTERS 


(Field Flowers, The Eugene Field Souvenir Book) 


ey ETHEL REED 
WILL H. BRADLEY 


I have come into possession of a small number that I will 
dispose of for The Two for 54 gents. These Posters are 
limited and have been selling at $1.00 each. 

H. A. TIERNAN, 134 Monroe St., Chicago. 


Chicago College of Law 


wero. Lake Forest University 


WON. THOMAS A. MORAN, L.L.D.,DEAN TWO AND THREE 
FOR INFORMATION ADDRESS YEAR COURSE 


ELMER E. BARRETT, L.L.B., Sgc'v. 
Room 226, ATHENAEUM BLDG. CHICAGO, ILL. 
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C. J. Dorr 8 Zo. 


Photographic Developing 
Printing and Mounting 
Rodaks to Rent 

tok 


zn Wabash Ave. . . Chicago. 
THE NATIONAL UNIVERSITY € 0 Extension and 


on- resident Courses (in- 
151 Throop Street, cluding Law and Post- 


Chicago, III. Graduate) lead to the 
usual College degrees. Instruction by mail in any desired subject. 
Established 12 years. Address F. W. HARKINS, Ph.D., Chancellor. 


9 GENTS EACH. | 


Equal to Regular 25c. Goods. 
40 different styles, sizes 12 to20 


ee Also 4-Ply Cuffs 


at 12% cts. 
per pair. 


On mail orders add for postage, 
D 1 cent each for collars and 2 
> SA cents each for cuffs, 

We carry a complete stock of 
Men's Furnishings. Send for il- 
lustrated catalogue and souvenir. 
Mailed free on application. 


The WASHINGTON SHIRT CO, 
Dearborn and Washington Sts. 
Dept. M, CHICACO. 


D CAN BE CURED, 
Absolutely cured, in from three to eight days. 
Every user becomes an enthusiastic advocate of 


COKE DANDRUFF CURE, 
THE CURE THAT NEVER FAILS. 


The greatest hair tonic known. Odorless and refreshing to 
the scalp. Doctors endorse it, barbers recommend it, drug- 
gists sell it. Beware of imitations. Send for Free Booklet. 


COKE CHEMICAL WORKS, 
171-173 Randolph St., Chicago. 


@ PSN 4-PLY CoLLars 
IN 


HOURS SAVED To: SOUTHWEST mussourt || 
AND KANSAS POINTS 


Im DIRECT. CONNECTIONS: 


Ñ COLORADO * PACIFIC COAST POINTS 


CINCINNATI, 


CCC 
CHICACO OFFICE: 
351 Dearborn St. 


Our Inks used on this publication. 


The The World's 
Light it Sm ore Greatest 
Running 0 Typewriter 


The Ball-Bearing Type-Bar Joints Mark 
an Era in Typewriter Construction. 


20 BOOKS 


ON 20 DIFFERENT SUBJECTS, BUT 
ALL RELATING TO SOME DELIGHT- 
FUL PHASE OF AMERICAN TRAVEL, 
VIA “AMERICA’S GREATEST RAIL- 
ROAD.”’ 


$ 
$ 
$ 
3 
$ 


CREPES OULU EOL, 


DIDICCKE 


ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE SENT 
FREE, POST-PAID, ON RECEIPT 
OF A 1-CENT STAMP BY GEORGE H. 
DANIELS, GENERAL PASSENGER 
AGENT, NEW YORK CENTRAL & 
HUDSON RIVER RAILROAD, GRAND 
CENTRAL STATION, NEW YORK...... 


OTHER SUPERIORITIES ESTABLISHED: $ 

Lightest Key Touch—Because of Compound Levers. 

Greatest Speed—Because of the Convertible Speed 
Escapement. t, 

Most Convenient Paper Feed—Because of the unique $ 
paper-fingers and the ease with which platen 
is turned to show writing. 

Best for both Correspondence and Manifolding— 
Because of the instantly interchangeable print- 
ing cylinders. 

Our descriptive pamphlet contains strong praise from Leading 

Concerns and from the U. S. Government. § 


DENSMORE TYPEWRITER CO., 316 Broadway 
NEW YORK, 


Att ti 
Celebrated fishing, boating, surf 
and still water bathing, yachting, 
morning and afternoon concerts, 


music at dinner, dancing in even- 


ing. Embracing all the benefits 
eee 


Fire Islan 


‘Ten miles out at sea, L. I. R. R. via Bay Shore, 
crossing Great South Bay. 


Only ninety minutes from New Vork. 
Opened Thursday, July 1, 1897. 


INIA Long Island Railroad to Bay Shore; Fire Island 
Stages connect at Bay Shore for Steamers to Fire 
New York Office Island with Parlor Car Trains leaving at New 
Room 1110 York, East 34th Street Ferry, 8:20 A. M., 10:50 
Townsend Building A.M. and 4:20 P. M. daily; Sunday, 9:20 A. M. 
Broadway and 25th St Ferry Boat for Fire Island Trains leaves James 
P. T. WALL Slip foot of New Chambers Street, East River, 

General Manager 3:00 A.M., 10:30 A.M. and 4:00 P.M. daily. 


Please mention Four o’Clock when writing to advertisers. 
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Weare now offering a few Upright and 
Grand Pianos which have been out for 
rent during the winter months at about 


One=Third Actual Value 


These pianos receive the best of care 
during winter and when returned to us 
are put in perfect condition, so they 
are intrinsically as good as new and 
fully guaranteed. A BARGAIN, 
backed by the name of a firm whose 
instruments have been forty years 
Standard of the World, is a real bar- 
gain. We make the terms very easy 
if you do not wish to pay cash. Pianos 
delivered to any part of the United 
States. Handsome catalogue and full 
information sent free. Address 


Mason & Hamlin 


5 and 7 W. 18th Street 
New York 


1@ 000202000 2 22203 303322330300 0202202030321 30320 9323732232330 
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Vou can learn 
to play the 
Piano in 

5 minutes 


for $1.00 


with Lyle's Accompaniment 


Player.. A Wonderful 
Invention 


Iyle's Patent Accompaniment Player or 
Pollychrome. A new invention, patented, 
fits the keyboard of any piano or organ. A 
child can play all the chords ofthe piano in 
15 minutes. Sold by all dealers, or sent to 
any part of the United States, express pre- 
paid, upon receipt of $1.00. Useful, instruc- 
tive and amusing. Money cheerfully 
refunded if not satisfactory. 


Lyle Music Company 


412 Fort Dearborn Bldg. Chicago 
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Bankers Herald 


A money maker for Loung Men 


Che following Premiums Free Tor sub- 
scriptions at Fifty Cents per Year eee 


For a club of 100 subscribers a High 
Grade 97 Bicycle eet eRe 
For a club of 10 subscribers a Premo 
V. Camera HAMM ttt 
For a club of 8 subscribers a Bunker 
Pneumatic Saddle AAAAMR AAA 
For a club of 8 subscribers a P. & A. 
Banner Cycle Lamp AAA ataata 
For a club of 4 subscribers a Veeder 
Cyclometer AEREAS 
For I subscriber an Aluminum 
Name Plate Engraved with Name 
and Address. t atata 


Cash commission paid when desired in place 
of premium, address GEORGE COLE, Mer. 


Room 10, 142 Monroe Street, Chicago. 


FREE $$$$$3$$$$$3333$$ FREE 


AE 


346-350 DEARBORN ST. 
CHICAGO. 


Makers of v~ vv 
AL HALE-TONE, ZING 


ba ETCHINGS WOD (UTS an 
Y, DESIGNS ef ALL KINDS. 
OS 


— Si 


Please mention Four o'Clock when writing to advertisers. 
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2 OF OUR BIG 250 BARGAINS 


PERPETUAL DATER, 25c. ELECTRIC STROKE BELL 25c. 


All your letters, bills and papers should 
be dated! This Dater adjusts to any de- 
sired date instantly and will save you 
time, money and trouble, It is Rapid, 

Legible and costs practically nothing. 

To present you our catalogue of 3000 

specialties with a specimen bargain we 

will send this dater postpaid for only 
25c., 3 for 60c.; $2.00 a doz. 


CONSECUTIVE NUMBERER 

numbers from 1 to 10,000, same price. ~ ONLY 2 5 

YOU need both. AGENTS WANTED. ~ Salta for postage. AGENTS WANTE D 
Send Postal for our Mammoth Catalogue of 3000 Bargains. 

Robt. H. Ingersoll & Bro., Mail Order Bargain House, Dept. No. 6, 65 Cortland St., N.Y. City 

EITE 
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THE BARTHOLDI 
GAS LIGHT 


The Bartholdi Incandescent Gas Light gives more 
light, and cheaper light than any other incandescent; can 
be attached to any gas fixture; will save 50 per cent in 
gas bills; is cheaper than electricity; durable; easily 
regulated ; little heat; no smoke. 

The Bartholdi No. 30 as illus- 
trated in this advertisement will 
be sent C. O. D. complete for 
attaching to any fixture for 
$2.25; or, with standard for 
library or study table, $5.00. 
Mail orders will be promptly 
attended to. Ask for circular 
of Bartholdi lights. 


BARTHOLDI INCANDESCENT GAS LIGHT CO. 


1121-1127 Broadway...NEW YORK 


o 


ESTABLISHED 1861 
Za Fa INCORPORATED + 


Proro-PROCESS- 
3, ENGRAVING =~ 


e HIGH GRADE WORK. 
de DROMDT EXECUTION, 
PING : REASONABLE DRICES. a 
=k SPECIAL DESIGNS & DRAWINGS MADE TO ORDER 


8 e SHO-306 DEARBORN St 
— CHICAGO. 270027 


Please mention Fowr o’Clock when writing to advertisers. 


AMERICAS 
REMOST 


$ 
WATERING 
PLACE — 


4 


Patronizea 
tor more than a 


entury by our 
pr side ts, Statesmen, 
writer. Al pli ers 


and persons 
National Repu. 


Send for descriptive pamphlet and tourist rates 


C. B. Ryan, Ass't Gen. Pass. Agt., Cincinnati, O. 
U. L. Truitt, Northwest. Pass. Agt. ee Big Four 
Route C. 5 0. Railway 234 Clark Ste Chicago 


Please mention Four o Clock when writing to advertisers, 


SPEND A WERC 


CAT WAUKESHA, WAW ACA 8 : 
FIFIELD tt BUTTERNUT, ASt. 
LAND or some other SUMMER 

8 RESORT REACHED VIA THE 


WISCONSIN | B. 8 0. $ W. R Y 
FAST TRAINS RUNNING BETWEEN . AN IDEAL HNE i 
CHICAGO, MILWAUKEE AND ST. / $ f „ 
` PAUL, MINNEAPOLIS, ASHLAND EIN 
AND DULUTH. OUR BOOKLET. e 
CALLED AAA „ 


|| «VACATION SUGGESTIONS” sr. LOUIS 


e er = 
y . . * 


a CINCINNATI 


E 


| PITTSBURG 


1 E ENT 
9 è SANDE E 


NEW YORK 


Pa GEO. r. RANDOLPH, . Bay 
OENE MAL TRAFIC manasen 8 : 


<a . CH — 
et rassaridon 


END OF: 
È NEW JERBY AVE 
Orchestra and Military Band. Extensive Ball Room 
and Dining Room overlooking the Ocean. à 
THE'NEW LEADING Gr  COMEE € MURPHY, 
ATLANTIC CITY, N. 4. PROPRIETORS. - 


Please mention Four Clock: When writing to advertisers. 


BOX OF FIFTY 


K * 7 te 


RO cts 


> | Box of Fifty Mailed Postpaid | 


w 


upon Receipt of 50 Cts. 


$ E 4 


Rosy e 2 2 PERUAN 8 75 ; F y 129 
fi ji Address L. MILLER & SONS, 543 Broadway, New York. Des 7 
if Please mention Four o’Clock when writing to advertisers. > 7 


